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still squally, with a grey sea and heavy showers, but there was
really a slight breeze. Was it or was it not, we asked under
our breath, the beginning of the new wind ? By ten o'clock
there was no longer room for doubt: the south-east trade was
blowing strong and full, and the ship, like some living creature
suddenly let loose, bounding away before it for very joy. It
felt like nothing so much as a wonderful gallop over ridge and
furrow after a long and anxious wait at covert-side.

We crossed the Equator in glorious weather about 9 p.m. on
Monday, June'gth. None of the forecastle had been over
before; Father Neptune did not feel equal to visiting them,
but some addition to the fare was much appreciated. I was
the doyen of the party, with now seven crossings to my
credit. Flying-fish came at times on board from the shoals
through which we passed, " Portuguese men-of-war" floated by
the ship, and schools of porpoises played about her bows. The
wind on the whole stood our friend for the rest of the way,
and during the last week of the voyage the average daily run
was 147 miles on our course, the highest record being 179
miles on June I4th. We continued, however, to have squalls
and rain at intervals, as we were running into the rainy season;
and it was through a mist that on Sunday, June 15th, after a
passage of seventeen days, we strained our eyes to see the
South American coast. It dawned at last on our view, a
flat and somewhat low land ; then came into sight the towers
and ^coconut palms of Pernambuco, and the passage of the
Atlantic was accomplished.